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Over The Hills And Far Away 


Author's Notes: 

| wrote this for John Bonham's birthday today. | was inspired by Jimmy Page's ‘On The Rocks’ 1984 interview 
he had done with Roy Harper. He had mentioned not being able to pick up the guitar for IB months, and | 
decided to incorporate his personal struggles with lamentation and drug usage into a conversation with Robert. 
This isn't meant to be entirely realistic. 


Robert hiked up the hill, dragging his feet through the beds of long grass as his eyes scanned the scenery. 
Just above the elongated ravine, the sun rose before his eyes, contrasting the cerulean sky with streaks of 
apricot and crimson. The smell of morning dew beading off of the weeds beneath his feet infiltrated his nose 
as he schlepped alongside boulders and dunes of mud. He wasn't exactly sure whether or not it was legal to 
traipse through this area, yet the sound of an acoustic guitar strumming just alongside the hill had entranced 


him, urging him to disregard his hesitance and continue towards the noise. 


His eyes shifted as he caught a glimpse of a snow-white cottontail scampering over the unkempt vegetation, 
his lips curving into the first smile he's had for the longest while. The rabbit seemed enraptured with the 
sound as well, curiosity getting the best of the two as they rounded the side of the hill 


Robert exhaled a shaky breath as he examined the scene. 


Perched atop a rigid boulder, his band mate glided his fingers along the fretboard of their polished 
acoustic guitar. His dark curls bounced delicately as he nodded his head to the despairing tune emitted from 
the instrument. Robert's eyes danced along each feature displayed before him. The unhealthy boniness of the 
guitarists arms, the dark circles beneath his closed eyes, the contortion of his cheeks, even the crookedness 


of his teeth shining through his parted, cracked lips. 


All of it sparked a sense of worriment within Robert, who watched the scene unfold before him. The cottontail 


was far gone, haven found a disappointment in the scene- as if it had witnessed it one-Too-many times. 


Robert watched in mesmerization as Jimmy's fingers danced dexterously across the frets, his other hand 
carefully picking each coordinating string. There was a wistful undertone intwined with each resonation, and his 
furrowed brows only revealed the despondency of the tune. The chords he strummed, the hums he emitted- 
all of it was building up to formulate a song of grief. 


Perhaps it was the same grief that encompassed Robert. 
"Enjoying the show?" 


He was yanked from his thoughts as Jimmy's eyes cast over him. Robert ran a hand through his golden hair, 
his eyes averting to the guitar, watching intently as Jimmy carefully leaned it against the boulder before 
clasping his frail hands. It felt like eternities had passed before the blond could muster a single word, and once 


he did, the irritation was clear on Jimmy's face. 
"Hey. Jimmy." 


They stared at each other blankly, and Robert mentally cursed himself for his greeting. After two long years 
of avoiding this, each word he had spent months thinking up had flew over his head. But all Jimmy could do 


was feign a delicate smile and murmur, "Good morning, Robert." 


Robert shifted his weight, his eyes continuously roaming over the guitarists gangly figure. There was 
something different about him, and a part of the blond wondered whether Jimmy had suffered through the 
same lackluster period of life- the days following the death of their beloved friend, John Bonham. 


"Is been a while, Jimmy. Don't ya think?" Robert spoke, finally finding his voice as memories of the grief he 
had underwent surged through his head. Jimmy exhaled a soft sigh, as if he had expected this conversation to 
go down this path months before it could occur. He said nothing in reply, but Robert wasn't stopping until he 


got an answer. "How could you be so selfish? You deserted us in a time of need!" 


| had my own issues to deal with." Unlike Robert's harsh tone, Jimmy's voice was soft, as if he had already 


surrendered himself to the impending force of lamentation "I couldn't stay as much as | wanted to." 


"You could have. You just didn't," Robert spat, crossing his arms as his azure eyes glossed with tears. They 
fell into a tense reticence, the only sounds being the wind rustling through the long grass, and birds chirping as 
they zipped across the titian sky. Robert watched as Jimmy twiddled his thumbs, his chartreuse eyes zoning in 
on the dirt beneath his feet. 


It was the barbarous rush of guilt in which herded him to silence, the same guilt that had consumed him for 
the past two years. It was the guilt that took him from his friends, and it was the guilt that had carried him 


amongst the comfort of drugs. 


And somewhere within the intensity riveting between them, Robert could feel the guilt too. He inhaled the 


humid air, his lips quivering as he reluctantly spoke the words, "I did enjoy." 
Jimmy tilted his head, confounded, yet intrigued by Robert's switch in demeanor. 
"The tune. When have | never enjoyed your playing?" 


He watched as the brunet's cotton-candy lips curved upwards, pink dusting across his cheeks as he sheepishly 
turned his head. "Thank you," he mumbled, and something about the way his smile fell as soon as it appeared 
informed Robert that it was possibly his first in the longest time. "I stopped playing for IB months after Bonzo 
passed." 


Robert's jaw dropped. He couldn't imagine Jimmy Page, the greatest guitarist he's ever known, able to keep 
away from his guitar for a year and a half. Perhaps he was too quick to criticize Jimmy's means for 
absconding, and perhaps he was too selfish to forgive his band mate for deserting himself in the depths of 
bereavement. After all, grief had impacted him in ways he was unable to push through on his own 


"That must've been- wow," Robert exhaled. 


"I wish | could've been around for you and Jonesy," Jimmy started, mindlessly dragging his slender fingers along 
the headstock of his guitar, "But | wasn't myself. | just couldn't be there, but Christ Robert, you've got to 
believe me. I've spent everyday thinking about him, about you, Jonesy- the band and just how great it was." 
Tears glistened off of the guitarist's cheeks, and Robert found himself leaning in to gently wipe them away. 


"| spent everyday wishing he'd come back," the blond told. Memories of the melancholic weeks having passed 
Robert succumbed his troubled head. The nights he had wasted himself away mourning the loss of his best 
friend, and the mornings he had spent attempting to gather himself for another despondent day only reminded 
him how harshly depression had rained upon the group. Jonesy had tried shoving the grief back by involving 
himself with his family, yet only a couple months later he had shown up upon Robert's doorstep, tears filling 
his eyes as he grasped onto a bouquet of white roses tightly. Robert had sent letters after letters to 
Jimmy's home, not once getting a reply, and even Peter Grant, the group's reclusive manager, had gathered 


with Jonesy and Robert to mourn the loss of John. 


Robert wanted to sob as the recollection became too much. John was his best friend, the one person he 
believed he could never venture on without. He recalled the foolish lines he'd offer to the press, the unknowing 


emittance of the words, " 
If only he had known, 


"I told myself it was just a nightmare. That someday | would wake up and everything would be fine. I'd be in 
the studio with the people | love- you with a mic in hand, Jonesy in the corner with his bass, and John sat 
behind the drum set rocking away-" Jimmy paused to release a light scoff, unable to see through the tears 
hazing his vision "But | found myself waking up each morning to dejected solitude, dying roses clustering my 
doorstep, cards spelling remorse from people I've never known- all just reminding me that this was reality. 


This is the reality we are facing without him." 


Robert wrapped his arms around Jimmy's torso, pulling the older man into his embrace. He could feel the 
malnourished bones sticking through Jimmy's pallid skin, and he could smell the outdoor air intwined within his 
dark-brown curls. He felt the shorter man shutter within his grasp, breaking down into sobs he had spent 
forever holding back. 


And how badly did it hurt to realize that Jimmy was right. This was their reality, and they were caught facing 
it without John. They were stranded in the streets of misery, attempting to confide to one another yet unable 
to break through the schism enforced between each other. How hard was it to let one another in when all to 
be witnessed was a deplorable hole? John's death had taken a piece of them all, and now they were unfulfilled, 


unable to smile when there no longer seemed to be a reason to. 


But how badly Robert wanted to get through it. How badly he wanted to heal- only alongside the comfort of 
the person he had spent forever wishing back into his life. He could get through it, with Jonesy, and with 
Jimmy. If that's all John could've asked for, this was their opportunity to restore the emptiness having 
tormented them. This was their opportunity to push through and ameliorate their wilted connection. 


His loss was not a cleaving contention. 


His loss was the reminder of how much they needed one another- to mourn, to mend, and to keep on. 


"Come back home," Robert whispered, feeling Jimmy pull away from his embrace. The heat intwined between 


each other dispersed, Jimmy's eyes dilating as hesitance flashed through his expression 
"Robert-" 


"We can heal, but not apart. We can get through this only if we help one another. Do you think John wanted 
his legacy to be a staunch reminder that everything we've built together was buried along with him? We live 


on for him, Jimmy, but not like this." 


Robert could see himself in the reflection of Jimmy's tears, and as they glided down the brunet's flushed 


cheeks, a pang of sorrow travelled through him. The silence was drawn out, almost unbearable, and as the 


blond parted his lips for one last beg, Jimmy cut him off. 


"I'll come home, Robert. I'll come home." 


